
        
            
                
            
        

    
Shadows of Loyalty

 

Preview: Shadows of Loyalty

 

In a city where power is currency and trust is a liability, love becomes the most dangerous game 

of all.

 

Undercover FBI agent Alex Carter has spent years mastering the art of deception. But nothing could have prepared him for Francesca De Luca—a woman whose beauty hides a razor-sharp 

mind and a heart hardened by betrayal. As the enigmatic leader of one of New York’s most 

notorious mafia families, Francesca rules with an iron fist and a code of loyalty that cannot be 

broken.

 

When Alex infiltrates her world under the guise of a disgraced enforcer seeking redemption, he 

knows the stakes are life and death. What he doesn’t expect is the spark that ignites between 

them—a flame fueled by stolen glances, heated arguments, and moments of undeniable 

connection. With every secret he uncovers, his mission blurs further, forcing him to confront a 

truth he never saw coming the deeper he falls for Francesca, the harder it becomes to remember 

which side he’s really on.

 

As their worlds collide in a deadly dance of passion and peril, Alex and Francesca must navigate 

a labyrinth of lies, danger, and forbidden desires. Together, they’ll face enemies both within and 

outside the shadows—because when you play with fire, someone always gets burned.

 

But beware in a world where everyone has secrets, no one is safe. Not even from themselves.

 




Chapter 1 Shadows and Lies

 

The mirror reflected a face Alex barely recognized anymore. He stared at himself as he adjusted 

the knot of his tie, tugging it just enough to look polished but not stiff—exactly the kind of man who could blend into the world of luxury and crime without raising suspicion. The tailored suit 

hugged his frame perfectly, a subtle armor against the wolves he was about to walk among. But 

no amount of Armani could shield him from the weight pressing down on his chest.

 

“You sure you’re ready for this” Agent Ramirez leaned against the doorframe of the safe house, 

arms crossed. His voice carried that familiar mix of concern and skepticism, the same tone he’d 

used when briefing Alex on the mission two weeks ago.

 

“I didn’t exactly have a choice,” Alex replied, turning away from the mirror. His reflection 

disappeared, but the unease lingered. “Either I take the job, or they send someone else.”

 

“And what makes you think you’re cut out for playing pretend with the mafia” Ramirez pushed off 

the frame and stepped inside, closing the distance between them. “These aren’t street thugs 

we’re talking about, Carter. This is Francesca De Luca. She doesn’t miss a trick.”

 

Alex clenched his jaw, forcing himself to meet Ramirez’s piercing gaze. “That’s why they picked 

me, isn’t it Because I don’t miss tricks either.”

 

Ramirez sighed, running a hand over his bald head. “Just remember—you’re not there to fall in 

love with her, Carter. You’re there to bring her down.”

 

The words hit harder than Alex expected. Love wasn’t part of the plan. It couldn’t be. Yet 

something about the way Ramirez said it made Alex wonder if maybe—just maybe—the Bureau 

already knew how dangerous this assignment could become. Not because of the guns or the 

money or the power plays, but because of her .

 

He grabbed his coat from the back of the chair and shrugged it on. “I’ll call in tomorrow after the 

meet. If everything goes according to plan, I’ll have my foot in the door by the end of the week.”

 

“Don’t screw this up,” Ramirez warned, his tone softening slightly. “We’ve got eyes on you, Carter. 

Don’t forget that.”

 

Alex nodded, though the reminder felt unnecessary. Of course they had eyes on him. The Bureau 

always did. And yet, standing here now, he couldn’t shake the feeling that once he stepped into 

Francesca De Luca’s orbit, those watchful eyes might not matter anymore. By the time he left her 

world—if he ever did—he might not even recognize the man staring back at him in the mirror.

 

The car ride to the club was quiet, the city lights blurring past the tinted windows like streaks of 

gold and crimson. Alex rehearsed his cover story one last time Anthony Moretti, a mid-level 

enforcer looking to climb the ranks after falling out with the Gambino family. It was a solid 

backstory, believable enough to withstand scrutiny—but convincing Francesca would require 

more than just facts. She wouldn’t trust him based on what he said. She’d trust him based on 

what he did.

 

When the driver pulled up outside La Serenissima , Alex felt his pulse quicken. The club was 

everything he’d imagined sleek, opulent, and teeming with people whose smiles hid knives. 

Bouncers in sharp suits flanked the entrance, their eyes scanning every guest with practiced 

precision. Alex handed the valet his keys and strode toward the door, exuding confidence even as 

his mind raced through contingency plans.

 

Inside, the air buzzed with energy. Crystal chandeliers cast glittering light over a crowd of 

dancers, while waitstaff navigated the chaos with trays of champagne. Beyond the main floor, private booths lined the walls, each occupied by men and women whose expensive watches and 

designer dresses spoke volumes about their place in the hierarchy. At the center of it all stood 

Francesca De Luca.

 

She was impossible to miss. Dressed in a black gown that clung to her figure like liquid silk, she 

commanded attention without effort. Her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder, framing a face 

that was equal parts beautiful and dangerous. Alex had seen photos during his briefing, but 

nothing prepared him for the real thing. There was a magnetism about her, a presence that 

demanded respect—and caution.

 

As if sensing his approach, Francesca turned her gaze toward him. For a moment, their eyes 

locked across the room, and Alex felt the ground shift beneath his feet. Then she smiled—a slow, 

knowing curve of her lips—and gestured for him to join her.

 

This was it. The beginning of the lie. Or so he told himself.

 




Chapter 2 The Queen of Shadows

 

Francesca De Luca didn’t rise to power by trusting easily—or often. Yet as Alex approached her 

booth, she found herself intrigued by the man who carried himself like a predator stalking its 

prey. His suit was impeccable, his posture relaxed but deliberate, and his eyes… those piercing 

blue eyes held secrets she couldn’t yet decipher. Secrets that both fascinated and unnerved her.

 

“Anthony Moretti,” she said, extending a hand as he reached the table. Her voice was smooth, 

almost melodic, but there was an edge to it—a reminder that she was not someone to be trifled 

with. “Word travels fast. I hear you’ve had a falling-out with the Gambinos.”

 

Alex took her hand, his grip firm but respectful. He held her gaze for a fraction longer than necessary, letting her see the confidence behind his smile. “Let’s just say we had differing 

opinions on loyalty,” he replied, his tone light but laced with steel. “I’m looking for a new family. 

One where loyalty isn’t just expected—it’s earned.”

 

Francesca tilted her head, studying him. There was something about the way he spoke, the way 

he carried himself, that felt… rehearsed. But if he was playing a part, he was doing it well. Too 

well, perhaps. Still, she decided to play along—for now.

 

“Well, Mr. Moretti,” she said, leaning back in her seat and crossing one leg over the other, “the De Lucas don’t take kindly to strangers. Loyalty means everything to us. Betrayal…” She let the word 

hang in the air, sharp and heavy. “…is punishable by death.”

 

The corner of Alex’s mouth twitched, though whether it was amusement or nerves, even he 

wasn’t sure. “Then I suppose I’ll have to prove myself worthy of your trust, Ms. De Luca.”

Francesca raised an eyebrow, clearly entertained by his audacity. Most men would have wilted under her scrutiny, but Anthony Moretti—or whoever he really was—seemed unfazed. Perhaps 

 

that was why she gestured for him to sit across from her instead of dismissing him outright.

 

“Tell me,” she began, pouring two glasses of red wine from the bottle on the table, “why should I 

believe you won’t stab me in the back the moment it suits you”

 

Alex accepted the glass she offered, swirling the liquid before taking a sip. “Because I’ve learned 

my lesson,” he said simply. “Once bitten, twice shy. Besides”—he leaned forward slightly, lowering 

his voice—“from what I’ve heard, no one crosses Francesca De Luca and lives to tell the tale.”

 

Her lips curved into a faint smile, though her eyes remained guarded. “Flattery will only get you so 

far, Mr. Moretti. Actions speak louder than words.”

 

Before Alex could respond, a man slid into the booth beside Francesca. He was tall and broad-shouldered, with slicked-back hair and a scar running along his jawline—a face that looked like it 

belonged on a wanted poster.

 

“Francesca,” the man said, nodding toward Alex. “Who’s this”

 

“This is Anthony,” Francesca replied coolly. “He’s considering joining the family. Anthony, meet 

Marco Ricci. My right-hand man—and my cousin.”

 

Marco extended a hand, his grip firmer and more aggressive than Francesca’s had been. Alex 

matched his strength, refusing to flinch. They exchanged polite nods, though the tension 

between them was palpable.

 

“Careful, Anthony,” Marco said, his tone deceptively casual. “You’re stepping into dangerous 

waters here. Not everyone floats.”

 

“I can swim,” Alex countered, meeting Marco’s steely gaze without hesitation. “But thanks for the 

warning.”

 

Francesca watched the exchange with quiet interest. Marco was fiercely protective of her, always 

suspicious of outsiders. If Alex hoped to gain her trust, he’d need to win over Marco too—or at 

least avoid pissing him off completely.

 

“Enough chitchat,” Francesca interjected, breaking the tension. “Anthony, since you’re so eager to 

prove yourself, I have a task for you. Consider it… an audition.”

Alex inclined his head, feigning curiosity. “I’m listening.”

 

“There’s a shipment coming in tomorrow night,” she explained. “Weapons. High-grade stuff. I 

want you to oversee the delivery and make sure everything goes smoothly. Think you can handle 

that”

 

“It sounds straightforward enough,” Alex said, keeping his tone neutral. In truth, his mind was 

racing. A weapons deal This was bigger than he’d anticipated. But if he played his cards right, it 

could give him access to valuable intel.

 

“Good.” Francesca smiled, though there was a predatory gleam in her eye. “Don’t disappoint me, 

Anthony. Failure isn’t an option.”

 

Later that night, as Alex left the club and climbed back into the waiting car, he allowed himself a moment to exhale. Meeting Francesca had been every bit as intense as he’d imagined—and then 

some. She was smart, calculating, and utterly unshakable. Gaining her trust wouldn’t be easy, but 

it wasn’t impossible either.

 

What worried him more was the flicker of admiration he’d felt during their conversation. 

Admiration—and something else he couldn’t quite name. Something dangerously close to 

attraction.

 

He shook his head, pushing the thought aside. Falling for Francesca De Luca wasn’t part of the 

plan. It couldn’t be. Because if he let himself care about her—even for a second—he knew it 

would destroy him.

 

And maybe her too.

 




Chapter 3 Loaded Guns and Dangerous Games

 

The warehouse was a fortress of shadows, its steel walls glinting faintly under the pale light of a 

half-moon. Inside, crates were stacked high like tombstones, their contents concealed beneath 

layers of tarps and secrecy. This was the kind of place where deals went down—and lives ended 

if things went south. Alex stood near the entrance, scanning the area with practiced precision. 

Every sound, every movement, registered in his mind. He couldn’t afford to miss anything.

 

Marco Ricci paced nearby, his presence as imposing as ever. “You sure you know what you’re 

doing, Moretti” he growled, lighting a cigarette. The tip flared orange in the dimness, casting 

sharp angles across his scarred face. “Francesca doesn’t tolerate mistakes.”

 

“I’m aware,” Alex replied evenly, keeping his tone calm despite Marco’s obvious attempt to rattle 

him. “Relax. Everything’s under control.”

Marco snorted, exhaling a plume of smoke. “We’ll see about that.”

 

Alex ignored him, focusing instead on the convoy of black SUVs pulling up outside. Men spilled 

out, armed to the teeth and radiating menace. These weren’t ordinary thugs—they were 

professionals, hired guns loyal to whoever paid them. One man stepped forward, tall and broad-

shouldered, with a shaved head and cold, calculating eyes. His name was Viktor Sokolov, a 

Russian arms dealer with ties to some of the most dangerous organizations in Eastern Europe.

 

“Sokolov,” Alex greeted, extending a hand. The Russian eyed him warily before shaking it, his grip 

firm and
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